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timed for Easter eve. Armed pickets of one hundred men each
were organised at each of the four main barracks as a precau-
tionary measure. Then on the eve of Good Friday, 21st April,
came news of the strange boat capsized on the shore at Ardfert
with three pistols and German maps and papers; then the
arrest near the spot of Casement, and on Easter eve news of a
captured vessel which had hoisted German colours and been
sunk by her crew at Daunts Rock near the entrance of Queens-
town Harbour.
On Easter Sunday Professor Eoin MacNeill, " Chief of the
Staff, Irish Volunteers," issued a notice rescinding all orders for
Easter Sunday. The rising evidently was off, but then came a
disturbing report of a robbery of gelignite near Dublin, The Lord
Lieutenant held a conference on Sunday night; but it was
thought rash to take measures to recapture the dangerous stuff.
On Monday, as Major Price was talking to Sir Matthew Nathan,
he heard firing and saw a policeman lying in a pool of blood
with half a dozen Volunteers in green coats dashing about. The
rebels were up.
It was a criminal and desperate affair, well planned if the
intention was to destroy life and property. The rebels by their
first rush had succeeded in seizing the General Post Office in
Sackville Street, the Four Courts, Stephen's Green and Jacob's
Biscuit Factory. From these and many other points of vantage
they fired on everyone in uniform; " not only unarmed officers
and police but Army doctors, wounded soldiers in hospital
uniform and elderly members of the Veterans' Corps, five of
whom were fatally wounded by a volley poured into their
defenceless ranks, without warning, by Sinn Feiners in ambush
in Haddington Road." Civilians too were murdered in the
streets; the scum of Dublin poured out of its slums to loot the
shops; fires added to the general terror, and the fire brigade
tried in vain to quench the conflagration under the rifles of the
Sinn Feiners.
There are among Carson's papers a packet of letters which
throw a lurid light upon that terrible Easter Week in Dublin* The
Executive, impotent or negligent, had looked on while armed
rebels drilled and manoeuvred in the streets and squares of the
fcity. The police had warned them of disaffected men in the